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Items Worth Mentioning 

from the desk of Johnng Pence 

The Devil Made Me Do It 

Seems like exactly one year ago I was writing in this space about some- 
thing horrible the magazine had done which lost us advertisers and 
distribution sites. Here we go again, I reckon. Maybe the Irrisistible Urge to 
Self-Destruction is an annual event. 

Okay, so, about the back cover: Im not sorry. I know, we always “strive to 
be apolitical,” but a feller can only strive but so hard. If it helps, I planned that 
cover before we knew the outcome of the election, and I think it would’ve 
been better if the other guy had won (I could’ve used a lot more “revolution- 
ary” language). This doesn’t mean we’re all-of-a-sudden interested in political 
submissions, and I really hope we aren’t forced to do something like this again. 
A poster version is available as a .pdf download from the website, so you can 
print a hundred copies and hang them up at the post office if you want. 
www.blotterrag.com/hail.pdf. 

And seriously: I mean absolutely no disrespect to vets or soldiers, sailors, 
marines, or airmen. Y’all do a hell of a job and have everybody’s respect for 
your courage and devotion to duty. 

That’s all I have to say this month. 

— ediot@blotterrag.com 


SuhsOTption/Back Issue Order Form ] 

Shoot yeah! Hook me up with a full-year subscription (if the magazine 1 

can stay in business that long) for the low, low price of $25! My address is: 1 

Send a check to: g 

Blotter Subscriptions ■ 
1010 Hale St. J 

Durham NC 27705 1 


Subscriptions make a heck of a great gift, so you’re welcome to put your 
giftee’s address in that slot instead of your own. We don’t care. 

I (also?) want the following back issues! At five bucks for an envelope 
filled with five magazines, I’d be silly to pass that up! 


May ‘03 (debut issue f. Gary Snyder) 

June ‘03 

July ‘03 

Aug ‘03 

Sep ‘03 (sold out) 

Oct ‘03 (got us in trouble) 

Nov ‘03 (our response to trouble) 

Dec ‘03 (all fiction) 

Jan ‘04 (“unsettling”) 


Feb ‘04 (lovers and losers) 

Mar ‘04 

_Apr ‘04 

May ‘04 

Jun ‘04 

Jul ‘04 (all poetry/pictures) 

Aug ‘04 

Sep ‘04 

Oct ‘04 (society/ anxiety) 


L 
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I-95 Love Song 

Ly Lee Greenwood 

S ometimes I find beauty in 
the most unexpected places. 
So many cities lay strung 
out on this freeway; a junkies vein 
transporting poison and pleasure on 
its way to the ocean. It promises to 
feed the soul but kills the heart. We re 
approaching yet another dying city 
on our journey south towards a home 
hundreds of miles away hundreds of 
miles too close. The smoke from your 
lips leaves the open window and dis- 
appears into spray rising from a pass- 
ing semi. Gray eyes scan gray skies 
over a gray highway. The bypass beck- 
ons with a promise of unimpeded, 
uninspired travel on eight lanes of 
newly paved sterile suburban glory. I 
choose the left hand path, through 
the center of the city. 

I announce my intent, voice 
scarred from screams and smoke. My 
words fall flat and unanswered. You’re 
asleep: eyes closed in blissful oblivion, 
unaware of the traffic, the rain- 
soaked roadway, the metropolis rising 
on the horizon, lips half-open, half- 
smiling in some sweet, wicked dream. 

The city swallows the freeway. A 
soft misty mantle shrouds skyscrapers 
and smokestacks alike, all muted in 
the same somber elegance. I feel neu- 
rotic strains of twisted metal through 
the steering wheel, bass beats travel- 
ing through my fingers and sinking 
to the bottom of my soul, lead gray 
and lead heavy. I am one with the 
rain and the road, the music and the 
motor, the city and the sky: a utopian 
union in this dystopian downtown. 
The skyline, flat against the freeway, 
hides dreams and despair behind the 


dying factories and high-rise temples 
of commerce. The air smells of lust 
and decay, gasoline and summer rain. 
July’s kisses land wet and warm on my 
cheek through the open window, his 
warm gentle embrace feels like velvet. 
His moist breath pulls at your dirty 
hair, framing your face in thick con- 
trails. Still, you sleep. 

An old cathedral leans against the 
freeway, a bleak gothic beauty, empty 
with unrequited love. Its spire barely 
rises above the overpass. What god 
could possibly enter this sanctuary 
but perhaps our blessed father of 
internal combustion? He speeds by 
with an eight-cylinder hallelujah cho- 
rus, washing his disciples in a 
baptismal haze of carbon monoxide, 
leaving a hopeful heart and hurting 
head. 

So hopeless, so helpless, so futile. 

This brief time of grace passes, a 
fading image in the rear-view mirror, 
a gray reflection fading with each 
sixty mile-an-hour second. You sleep 
beside me in perfect peace, a reluctant 
muse, unaware and innocent. 

The sprawling city cedes to the 
rolling hillsides, its thin fingers 
clutching the highway in a final futile 
death grip. Kudzu crawls over ancient 
oaks with slow suffocation. Emerald 
and violet glory belies murderous 
intent. 

This picture remains acid-etched 
in safety glass, eternal, fragile, hidden. 

Lee Greenwood is merely a pseu- 
donym for a real person. But I’ve had 
a few e-conversations with the real 
person, and she seems pretty cool. 



real dreams, real weird 


/dreamed I stumbled across an old 
friend (who is a good-looking woman) 
sunbathing topless on a beach. I was 
very embarrassed to find her half- 
naked, and to make matters worse, 
she was sobbing terribly, very upset. 
She made it clear that she was also 
embarrassed, and just wanted to be 
left alone. I wanted to comfort her, but 
I was very uncomfortable with her 
state of undress. She also clearly 
wanted some privacy. 

A little kid from down the beach came 
up and said, "I just wanted to thank 
you, lady, for showing off your killer 
rack!" I yelled to the kid's dad that he 
should discipline his little brat and that 
next time I saw that kid, “I want to see 
a bar of soap in his mouth!” The dad 
pulled a gun on me and ran up, threat- 
ening me. I could see that the gun 
was aimed over my left shoulder and 
would miss if he fired, so I grabbed it 
away from him. It turns out the gun 
was a toy, so I shot him and the little 
kid with the toy projectiles. 

— S. L, Durham 

I dreamed there were these nail-decal 
manicure kits that came in hypnotic 
‘70s-style orange swirls. Then, if some- 
body showed you, you could see little 
cartoon monkeys in the swirls. Problem 
was that once you had seen the mon- 
keys in the manicure decals, you 
started seeing them everywhere and 
went insane — literally, and in a very 
bad way. But people were buying them 
left and right. They were a big hit. 

— J.P., Athens 

Please send excerpts from your 
dream journals to Jenny at 
mermaid@blotterrag.com . 
If nothing else, we love to 
read them. We won’t publish 
your whole name. 
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Six O’Clock Instant News 

Btj Rick DoBle 


I ts not the fact that I’m lying 
here wired into these moni- 
tors that bothers me. I hear 
them blip and beep, and when nurs- 
es r ome in t fv look up. ^he^ them 
i ist( ac of aw. T1 eyre wo ri id 
1 might have diiotii^i atidck. 
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happening to me. And when I woke 
up in this hospital, I was scared for 
my life. 

^ Over the last week here, I have 
No, what really disturbs me is become aware of odors, Lysol and 
the other night at the ballpark, the alcohol. I thought I had forgotten 
fans shouting, the banks of bright how to smell. I find Im even savor- 
stadium lights, the crack of the ing the sound of squishing soft shoes 
w|)Ou bat on the hard ball. And sud- on linoleum, and lihe cafeteria Jell- 


i( nl 

pcip.e, 

down, 


Wc 5 uri Ttwded by ir L ng f - and the sa liti :e l s re us, and light 
i^lJngiBb^f men !x,:)km^££>m n y wlndlvl fi iing on the 
being carried, seemingly blank sheet rock walls. These things 
highway with the cor W g°> an d I don’t have to edit 
f of file sum. them, :ea rrngt or time them out. 

cc ilJ n h It’s h( fi] pt\ygfe in years I haven’t 
been under a deadline. 

When I’|n lying in bed, my mind 
through ny past. I 
in embe) 1 if H n al in£ love to my 


ft* 1 - 

sn md o^?h^STl|n. 

11 A "he tr jublev^ 
decide if it was real. 

It wasn’t the kind of distance 
Kh% *?e8fcl< f&M acJ \d( 

he e ^p )f Sei ig an oljserver t f j 



Iwn predicament. It was related to wife was like watching a foreign art 
my job, to who I am. movie. When I pushed the hair away 



^Wfcit xd v fu Mage 
^e? m mt ; fo the 


Lfel 

he 


m xxv 
L ecJ 


■ aar, kiyeJ the soft down on 
, a . v i n y nand ran along her 


evening news hour. It’s a deadline spine, even when she held me inside 
business, and always a vital story her and we were breathing hard, I 
c^mes m at T: las^ momert. Wh:~h saw h m the cre~^ v^th a housand 
necjijl h v : tjvfcwj h^CiP< , fplilb others . r atchi ig 

In the mornings, hem, 1 see the 
same thing in the doctor’s faces. 


^P| |pli ( ~ ot Le ? 

different parts togeTRcr, hand it in by 
6:17. I feel like an air traffic con- 
tr^UeL brmwng a^tory d^w 
tsffij.be mJbt] ucturt i mt| 

guiding it tovvara the telecast, to 
safe landing in its 30-second spot, 



heck my chart, smile blankly 
go on to the next patient. 
Axxd every noon when they bring 
the mail I’m surrounded by more 


the images zipping across my m mi- and more get-well cafds from the 
ike] r w flest f 1 ^ a dc :tc r 1 ff ce r ass lijfng letter that ny job 


t Tr 


m die 


two 


h Iding a rlixobblngV^an drat is 8afeJ On Lht w ning %e 
needs to be stitched together, then fhchors wave ai me, announcing to 
inserted back into . body to reenter the world my fast recovery. And at 
1 he woi \S. I :r nsl >rm what people night my heartbeat quickens, and 


ee,VA®t r ^ 


nurses run in, afraid that I’m in trou- 


At the ballpark I saw myself ble again, 
through a frame. I kept trying to During my wife’s visits, I stare at 
rework the blue lights, the siren into her like I’ve never seen her before, 
a human interest story, but then it And then I look down, because I’m 
broke loose and carried me along not sure what’s happening to me. I 
with it. Yet I could not tell if it was love my work. But didn’t ever think 
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it would become like a tight suit I’d 
have trouble wearing. She knows 
somethings up. But she’s letting me 
take my time, that’s why I love her. 

This morning in the early dawn 
my bed felt comfortable, almost too 
comfortable, and I listened for 
nurses make thei r oup^. t 

scorns I’ve grow 1 t )/fif t tl e fkef hi 1 
01 me nuspital. 

But I also discovered something 
else gnawing away inside me, n as :- 
it«*T inver d e Guises I’ 
le docloi^ ^pproa^h 




throat was immediately dry, because 
I’ve just begun to realize what’s 
going to happen next, that one day 
they’ll read the clipboard at the end 
of my bed and say, “You know, 
Gerald, we’d hate to see you leave, 
but you’re doing so well, we think 
it’s safe now for you to go back 

rm Irwin 

Ri< k D< ble iv s tv ] Jc rth 
Carolina’s Outer Banks, w r vtes a lot, is 
a digital artist, and keeps a website at 
rLkJol ^.net. To tgh l : fe, huh, Rich? 


;nawing av 

tn^er tJ e K **uises I fe I r 

^d. *ms 1 le docloi^ ^pproaGied 
about nine, 1 found my breath grew 
short, my F^art jumped, and my 

subscripts 

Books You Might Not Have Read 

Lg Martin K. Smith 

The Angel of the Opera 
Sam Siciliano, Otto Penzler Books, 1994 



Altered Image 

Hair Designers, Inc. 
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Rime it right thefint tine 
and itwil last a life tine, 


O ne of the fun things 
about Sherlock Holmes 
is imagining how he 
might’ve hooked up with various his- 
torical celebrities of his time. If you 
figure his time as being roughly from 
the 1870s to the 1920s, there’s a huge 
list of intriguing people he could have 
met. In Nicholas Meyer’s The Seven - 
Per-Cent Solution he’s analyzed off 
cocaine by Sigmund Freud; in Cay 
van Ash’s Ten Years After Baker Street 
he confronts that charming Oriental 
arch-fiend Fu Manchu. Other 
tales have paired him with Teddy 
Roosevelt and Houdini, set him 
against Dracula and Jack the 
Ripper, involved him in the 
Dreyfus case and the Prisoner of 


Zenda affair. I wouldn’t be at all 
surprised to learn that Holmes 
pastiches by now outnumber 
Conan Doyle’s original stories. 

Here Holmes is summoned to 
Paris in 1890, where a character call- 
ing himself “Le Fantome” has been 
giving attitude to the Opera House’s 
new management. He sends letters — 
in blood-red ink, no 
less — demanding 20,000 francs 
annually, a private box, and a say in 
their human-resources planning; in 
particular that some little chorus girl 
named Christine Daae be promoted 



Tueofy-FfMay 1 l-7pm 

MI-2 KhtayOnfUtalityiNC2nU 
91^2^-0964 

recently a stagehand found hanged in 
the lower cellars. The police say he 
hung himself, but the backstage staff 
are convinced the Phantom got him. 
Holmes also meets the Comte de 


to the lead-diva role in an upcoming C hagny, whose younger brother 
production of Faust. There have been Raoul has ks pants . hots f or Mile, 
mysterious mischiefs and sabotages, Diiae The Comte thinks she ’ s noth _ 
things gone missing, and most j n g more than a scheming little 


The 

Blotter 


page 6 


November 2004 



Fine a|t that woukl reproduce well 

vtiMiy o 

Do not send original work of any 
kind! Your submissions will not 

may be attached to 
^fclHalwAmwIoJIs, but no other 
attachments. Paste all text into the 
e-mail body. 

We will not type anything for you. 
Handwritten stuff is really not 
considered; we need an electronic 
copy of all text, and you have to 

supply it. 

An e-mail address or reply SASE is 

required before we will respond. 

Try to send stuff that is somehow 
resonant with what we have 
already published. 

We strive to be apolitical. Bear 
that in mind. 

You keep all copyrights but allow 
us to print your work one time. 
There is no payment yet. 


underclass baggage who hopes to 
climb, via Raouls hot pants, into a 
Viscountess-ship. He wants Holmes 
to watch the affair for a chance to buy 
her off. No sooner has Holmes gotten 
away from the Comte when Raoul 
himself rushes in, totally bugfuck 
with passion and jealousy. He’d been 
listening at Christine’s dressing-room 
dc 3mm \ pari! 1 er ialk to so n< 

S£j loc c na e v >iSjwflieL h^ r\ arg^d 
in to confront this rival he found 
nobc dy else there, and no means of 
e^ t doo nc’d fB^ r .sm d 

in a . F e w? its F olr .e u i dir jv 
Christine and findlut who th j hell 
she was talking to. T hen to top it all 
/iT H vCnds j cts a bk p<J^ld 4ettjfp 
bin st f: 


w 


Your fame is nearly as great in 

L T - Tr* hr if wtm — Id 


r: _y it w'* 



3 yen us su :h ; s 
"ynurs were ^o meet lts^end at the 
Paris Opera, but such it must be 
ijHjou ^hoosJt) t?ke the ppri of 
t Le manager al bu c f >o] s an i 
medaic in my afiairs. Do not tri- 
fle with the unknown and the 
unknowable. Return to your 
native land before it is too late. 

With the profoundest 
respect, the Phantom of the 
Opera. 

The game is afoot. Holmes pur- 
sues the Phantom; Raoul pursues 
Christine; and the Phantom pursues 
Christine’s career, by such dubiously 
persuasive methods as dropping a 
chandelier on the Faust opening- 
night crowd when Christine isn’t 
given the lead role. Holmes trails the 
Phantom to his subterranean lair, and 
discovers him to be a deformed, 
deranged musical genius named Erik, 


who also has a grand passion for 
Christine. He’s captured Raoul and 
threatens him with a Horrible Death 
(as any self-respecting arch-fiend 
would), then demands that Christine 
choose between them. After much 
melodramatic angst, she picks Raoul. 
Holmes persuades Erik not to blow 
up the Opera |nd himself out of 
spur .edmlc /e, a id e en helps him 
escap ■* 

It sounds quitr thrilling, but I 
wasn’t all that thrilled, for I already 
rhe slpn } before Phantom 
of f t§e Opei 1 w, s ' >ig bombastic 
Andrew Lloyd Webber musical, and 
before that a campy melodramatic 
CHnt film with Lon Chaney in the 
tit'e role, it was an actual Victorian 
novel, which I’ve read. It too is campy 
melodrama, and requires one to sus- 
pend 1 chuCk of disbelief the size of 
the 3cmr< Pompidou, but within its 
own outre context it works. Siciliano’s 
book follows the original’s plot, inci- 
dent fcyl inrMent and character for 
ch racte . dol less presence doesn’t 
JSifljige me oiory or add any new 
twists. He felt to me like a fifth wheel, 
sleuthing round the outside of a tale 
that has already worked itself through 
without him. 

Nonetheless, Siciliano’s done a 
good riff on Holmes. His Sherlock is 
intelligent, keenly observant, brave, 
deeply emotional under an iron- 
willed self-control; barely tolerant of 
fools and their merde du boeufi but 
compassionate to the truly dis- 
traught. Other characters measure up 
well, in their melodramatic way. 
Raoul is a believable young, passion- 
ate, shallow, French aristocratic twit. 
The elder Comte is a cold-hearted 
aristocratic asshole, the Opera man- 
agers a pair of pompous buffoons. 
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Christine, catalyst of the whole 
uproar, has quite a range. Asked 
about ghosts, she babbles meta- 
physics: 


The spirits of the dead are all 
about us, especially the souls of 
those who loved us and of the 
to whom we n r ay. I knefc 

I III f. 

ere * r ; o h< r s )ir 
from us, ful 


t t Lere t r ; o h< r s )ira£g« ve y 
itiwent IromTts, 
powers. There are the wicked dev- 
ils and the an *els, many, many 
e; u lfu an; el . Yrcfn^els. 
;empn:nj chembnr, and.. ^ 
ers. 







solitude no longer. The need is 
like a pain, a hunger. Perhaps I 
have committed many grave sins, 
perhaps I am damned, but was I 
not born that way? Did some 
monstrous God form me with 
this face as a jest? Why should a 
mere child be tortured so? Ah, 
blit Cod only at my ques- 

tioi s ; nd my j ail . C n< . tiling I 
do Knuw, men <feid wc nen were 
made for one another, to love, to 
cherish bach other, and I.... But 
cai n understand. I only 
ant tcld%J 


6nf: caf; irik . le; ‘Arn e) oi 
} hi ic” ; b for seA nal y^ars W 

been her secret vocal Cv>ach, heard but 
not seen from a secret passage behind 


Kr 

drfSSlng -roorr# 

^irror / As :ed| 

1 So> 

t ner dr a-rivc , 

s 1 e turns n i ? 


little spitfire: 

“W1 do you think of 
ida ac C; rlotta’s voice? I have 
ard— ” 

“She is an old cow, but she 
bleats like a billy goat!” 

(Raouls gonna have his hands full 
with her as Viscountess.) Erik-the- 
Phantom pushes the bounds of 
credibility, as melodrama arch-fiends 
often do. Hes a deranged genius 
loner — a performance artist gone off 
the deep end — with some major self- 
pity issues: 

There are men who can live 
alone without the society, the 
intimacy, of women, but I am not 
such a man. Knowing Christine 
has made it far worse. I thought, 
I truly thought, that she might 
love me. I can bear my dreadful 


(Hoi nes, a brilliant 1 

>ner 1 

self can [umefst»d su :h 

rpm i 

and lir cs tfu tl ac :a 

;e ’ n l 


tense verbal battle at the climax.) 

There’s several prges on pre-elec- 
1 ic |t#^li|fflii|| te h .ok gy, which 
: in e~est n L ev jr tb »u ;h i . proves to 
have nothing to do w th the plot. I 
would’ve enjoyed a little more atmos- 
pheric descriptions of 1890s Paris, 
and maybe some period celebs 
thrown in the mix — an Impressionist 
or two, Caruso, Sarah Bernhardt, 
Verlaine and Rimbaud, perhaps a vis- 
iting Oscar Wilde — but that’s just 
me. The book suffices as it is. So if 
your family ever drags you unwilling 
to an opera, smuggle The Angel of the 
Opera along to prevent boredom. Just 
don’t sit under the chandelier. 


Marty Smith is either the world- 
record holder in speed-eating for 
hard-boiled eggs, mayonnaise, and 
pickled jalapenos, or he’s the pub- 
lisher of The Blotter and a volunteer 
at WXDU radio in Durham, NC. 
I’m not entirely sure which is the 
case. 




Somebody tool 
the lost copy 
of 


The Blotter 


QUIT WHINING! 

Subscriptions arn 
only $25/year 


Order online at 
blottBrrag.com 

or send a check 
w/ your address to: 

Blotter Subscriptions 
1010 Hale St. 
Durham, NC 27705 






Timothy Bryan Hill 


“Fire, wood, stains, spray paint, photos, paper, alu- 
minum, put something in my hands and this is what you 
get.... I make my paintings big because I don't want 
them to become decoration in a living room, I want the 
room to revolve around the painting, i want the owner 
tcJJJm'cr /vi.ire couth pi is gring to go in 
fi Qhl | 'aiflBSg on iV m ill. 


The works here are untitled, all at least four feet tall; the portraits 


rne I with bl jwti r r ar J stain >d jr nak ( ther media 
Maid hi ." r . aVLjlhdo transi _ r ai.d^f paint on linen. 


re b 
re p 

. he artist showed at Temple Ball Gallery, Carrboro, NC, until 
Nov. and his work is online at happyfornoreason.com. 
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a poet washes dishes 
Lg Garg C. Wilkens 


Emanuel Carnevali, a poet from Northern Italy, 
would waste his hours with wrinkled pages 
beneath a bare bulb in scummy restaurant kitchens 
before attacking the plates with water and soap 
and fingernails like a maddened beast until they 


wen as glistening off-white as his mild" 

suPSDfiptions ar e.o i 

Perhaps Near roreve 


<fv >C 

jLititiea 

la . 




loda Jen 



s 

0 


shadv grove slithers 
jr ,ss \ 'it ersjn suj 
R ddry# i| 
begs to burn 

I zard altar cracking 
( artt s| roils ed /oc' 
: 'v rjn ^ue ;t 


the 
-esn’t 


us te 


wi i imb ti 


morning fog creeping 


se ling upon ai 



ke ; ti 


is 


Wf 


read 


>orne sleeper sleeping 
foreht id Kir ses 


re 


’erhaps Near Forever 
hg[ Alson H. Wheeler 


r,i 


^ r $ 4. d t'V & y 

DANCE P R O I E C T 


’ \l r yc h( r ed >\ ^iib uft ir the sK a 

it w-js ur easier to do that i talk 

the waves were playful again 
a few hours before it was so different 
in # 

■ i/e 0111 os. If 1 ft d wuves touch our feet now 

we sliovvea eacti urner different shells 

and we would nod some sort of unspoken approval 

neither of us had learned the names of different shells 

oO 

wc either wer : a o /vn iu u c« lain shell or not 
specific idei my would have to wait 
perhaps near forever... 
right new calling it a shell was enough 
then v a< d v. 'oatfy !* ook oi 01/ ctTrlls at the coffee shop 
w 1 jin oj bo jc it it out stc op id 
ex jet names wouioi 't be u^ea much anyway.. .perhaps a 
party game 

but no.. .it wouldn't come to that 

we placed the shells on window sills 

and took a moment to admire it all 

they would be packed away soon or sooner 

or just left for whoever comes next ... for something 

is always left behind ... this always hap- 
pens to shells 

certain moments occur ... pass ... cut a 
memory ... more than others 
specific idenity would have to wait 
perhaps near forever ... 


Jazz, Tap. Ballet. Hip-Hap, Musin Theatre. Pra-Qet rre 

BROADWAY DANCE PROJECT 
319.B35.D34I - www.hj'DadwaydaiiceprajEct.com 
II05 Capital Blvd. - Raleigh. NC27S03 
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Elaborate Jane 
by Ava Morgan 


s 
s 

lnt< 

s 

Drc 


She is always on ime to every iarty in tcwvn; 

W 'arinc, hci rr ,d igh pearl ; is mand story n h er r lind. 
St a does • 1 1 ilie e ir h >rst f v ithout ler e sg< nt 1 jrs 
Hanging all the way down to the tips of her feet. 

Keeps a bottle of whiskey in one hand, 

A Lucky Strike cigarette in tt e c ther. 

St e doe sn't m ic, bhe jus si s b ck in 3 ie 
C rne • longinc fc r e> dless id nirc ic i. 

Sorn^ ,mes she glances into other peoples' 

Eyes as they walk by, and forces her mouth 
Into a smile when she catches then lookina. 

Shi is a very Ion ily wc nan, ill tl e me 
h ?r pec Is r id he flo h sc 31 net 
Dresses keep her staying alive. 

Sometimes she'll just sit and lean back 
In her chair believing that everyone at the 
Party is flashing pictures of the sparkles in 
Her eyes, her radiant smile, and her flowing 
Diamond and ruby evening gown she can afford. 

In her mind, she knows that they don't understand; 
They can't relate to her overwhelming riches 
And glory, so she makes herself believe. 

Still no one loves her, never has. 

She will always just sit there, and 
Imagine she has close friends nearby. 

All night she will live in a delusional state until the 
Party's over, or until she wakes up and discovers reality 


LI s is A r a J orgai s , lird poem in The 
Blotter. She ? id her guinea pig call the 
mean streets of Cary, NC, home. 

Gar, C. 1 ' r .\' en is an An sr :.r pJ et in 
Gernia ’V He > . t w tv ,gc il ;e is.d ■ 

Todd Jenkins says he is a local [prolly 
Chapel Hill or Raleigh — ed.] poet except 
vthoj he's local or not writing poetry, 
|a lc^tha^ f ; sl< eps quite well, thank you. 

Alson H. Wheeler is an artist from 
Greensboro, NC. 

Greg Brown (p. 1 5) is apparently too busy 
writing poetry in Asheville, NC, to supply 
an author bio. Well, who can really blame 
him? It is a lot of work. 



Burritos, Tacos, Nachoi & more! 
fabulous Homemade Salsas & Great Margarita* 

MDflday-SaLpTdjy Iliin-EOpm -ClDivd' Sunday 

III W llasemarv $ t Cirrbara carr burr i t as. cam 3))i0t£l 



ions ar 

■ 


T SCHEMA 


Angi Shearstone is currently pursuing the insane notion 
of trying to make money from comics. While technically 
she has accomplished this to some small degree, it's far 
from a living. She has been sleep-paralysis free for over 
5 years. 


But Yw CAtir 


“Sleep Well” originally appeared in the collection Myths & 
Monsters, vol. 1, available from her website. 


www.angishearstone.com | www.paintedcomics.com 








Daring ’J£&K tlio brala -prc^cr.ts 

Jyu fry lt G^t (lnfS-ir* "S? 

Frodu-ciiiK iyrarn*s ti-tt ttat^ririlr 
p^ii klysfl jcmv hnrtT t 
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david lean, part 1 

or, i wonder whg she thinks mg journal is postmodern 
hg Greg Brown 


(enter room, tracking shot, follow feet of narrator) 


as one should only visit the waffle house at 3am 

iat 1 m tryin 

1 order of hash browns: scattered smothered and covered 
• a I ji , 4 try to jn ^f hW d i an 

bscripti 


' bifTgjpil m' jourtj 
d pb| anode 
she replies 



the journal or david lean 

. u ers her w- flies 
j^thc t the d^jgi^of the hut ar|yJjj|o: 
atches the dingy yellow of the floor 


why is there a hole in the journal she asks 

the point of view changes 

and i realize that we are 

never going to talk about david lean 

(low angle facing up) 

is it the hole that makes it so postmodern i ask 
further hiding the flavor of the waffles she pours the syrup 
evenly washing over buttered ridges 
square by square 

i lose myself in the syrup wondering 
why my mother never made molasses cookies 
did your mother ever make molasses cookies 
i ask as she is still pouring her syrup 

what 

how is your mother 
what 

hows your mother 

fine do you know my mother 

no did she ever make molasses cookies 

what 

never mind 

(wide angle from overhead) 

the syrup and the waffles 
are done 

and my hash browns are cold and untouched 
and i still havent asked her about david lean. 


BRANCHS 
CHAPEL HILL 
BOOKSHOP 

and 

The Blotter 
4 1 J^ sent 

y l W Latest 

Serious 

Trtoett0 cnt 

Friday, nov. 19 
7:00 p.m. 

Vidhepel Hill, NC 

Every Month, join past and 
present Blotter authors, artists, 
poets, and special guests. Open 
mike readings follow. 

(Sign-up for open spaces, 5 minute 
time limit for open mike readers) 

Also at Branch’s in the near future: 

Nov. 18, 7:30 PM Michael 

Leahy — When Nothing Else Matters: 
Michael Jordan 's Last Comeback | Nov. 
20, 3:00 PM Silas House — The Coal 

Tattoo 


branch’s chapel 
hill bookshop 

243 s. elliott rd. 
in village plaza 
919.968.9110 

www.branchsbookshop.com 


nice haircut! man, that looks great! 




